
jmmer nights Dreame, 

In maiden meditation, fancy free. 

Yetmaikt I where the bolt of (,ttpid fcl. 

It fell vpon a little wefteroc flower ; 
Before,milke-white ; now purple with loues wound, 
And maidens'call it.Louc in idlencfle. 

Fetch me that flower ; the hcarb I fticw’dthce once. 
The iuyee of it, on fleeping eye-lids laidc. 

Will make or man or woman madly dote 
Vpon the next Hue creature that it lees. 

Fetch me this hearbe,and be thou here againe. 

Ere the Lettiathan can fwim a league, 

Pu.Wc put a girdle about the earth, in forty minutes, 
0^er««.Hauing once this iuyee, 
lie watch Titania, whence Ihe is afleepc. 

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes .* 

The next thing when (he waking lookes vpon, 
(BeitonLyon,Bcare,or Wolfe, or Bull, 

On medling Monkey, or on bufie Ape ) 

She fhall purfue it, with the foulc of loue. 

And ere I take this charme off from her light, 

(As I can take it with another hearbe) 
lie make her render vp her Page to me. 

But who comes heere 1 am inuilible. 

And I will ouer-hcare their conference. 

Enter Demetriu* , Helena following him. 

Deme.l loue thee not,therefore purfue me not. 
Where is Lyfander,inA faire Hermia ? 

The one He ftay,the other ftayeth me. 

Thou toi'^ft me they were ftolne vnto this wood j 
And here arO I.and wood within this wood, 

Becaiife I caiioot racete my Hermia. 

Hcncc,get thee gone,and follow me no more. 

Hel.'i ou draw i.ne,you hard-hearted Adamant, 

But yet you draw not Iron,for my heart 
Is true as fteclc.Leaue you your power to draw. 
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A Midfornmer nights Dreame. 

AndlfhallhauenopowertofoUowyou. 

Deme.Do I entice you ? dol fpeakeyou faire ? 

Or rather do I not in plaineft truth, 

Tell you l-do not, not I cannot loue you 

Hel And euen for that do I loue thee the more ; 
lam your Ipaniell, and Demetrm, 

The more you beate me,I will fawneonyou. 

Vfe me but as your fpaniell ; fpurnc me,ftnke me, 

Nedea me,lofe me ; onely giue me leaue 
CVnworthy as I am) to follow you. 

What worfer place can I beg in your loue, 

(And yet a place of high refpedl with me) 

Thentobevfedasyouvreyourdog. 

©fw.Tempt not too much the hatred or my Ipint, 

For 1 am licke when I do looke on thee. 

Hel. And I am ficke when 1 looke not on you. 

Deme. You do impeath your modefly too much, 

To leaue the Citty.and commit your felfe 
Into the hands of one that loues you not, 

To trull the opportunity of night, 

And the ill counfell of a defert place. 

With the rich worth of your virginity . 

//<;/. Your vertue is my priuiledge : for that 
It is not night when I do fee your face. 

Thereforel thinke I am not in the night, 

Nor doth this wood lacke worlds of company, 

For you in my refpe£l are all the world. 

Then ho w can it be faid I am alone. 

When all the world is here to looke on me ? 

Dem.We run from thee, and hide me in the brakes, 

And leaue thee to the mercy of wildeBeafls. 

//f/.Thewildellhath not fuchaheartasyou ; 

Runne when you will, the {lory fball be chaung’d : 

Apollo flyesjand Daphm holds the chafe ; 

TheDouepurfues theGriffen,themildeHinde 
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